San Gregorio Armeno

red or crimson under bodice, of which the edges can be seen.
One of them will come down into the church and busy herself,
though she will not act as guide, nor answer questions; but the
fascination, out of this magnificence amid the slums of Naples,
Is to look through that grille into the white arches and corridors
of the convent. For Its Interior is absolute mystery and unknown,
as inaccessible In its clausura as the harem, of an Arabian Emir.
The probability is that it may have fine architecture, a frescoed
refectory, perhaps, or other paintings. San Gregorio Armeno
and its convent occupy a large space of ground right in the
middle of the town. It is Interesting, also, to walk round to the
back of the church, where is the entrance to the convent. There
used, at one time, to be a long line of booths or stalls selling
sacred Images, statuettes of saints, and figures of sinners in the
flames of hell. Near by, would be other stalls of the red water
melons, cut into thick slices, with their big black seeds; straw
flasks of wine; bladders of rnozzarella; macaroni In its hundred
kinds. The street slopes down. On the left there Is a high church
tower of red and yellow stucco. An archway connects this with
San Gregorio Armeno, upon which stands a copper statue of a
saint, green with verdigris. The nimbus round his head has wild
snapdragons sprouting from it. Not far away, another building,
part of a church or monastery, has a window and balcony of
fantastic design, and a roof like a pagoda. Below this, is the door-
way of the convent with a ramp leading up to it and, within, a
screen or parti-wall and the glimpse of a green cloister. No one
knows what lies beyond. The cloister may have a vineyard with
walks of majolica, as at the great nunnery of Santa Chiara, a
hundred yards away. All Is mystery and conjecture, with an
especial fascination for persons, like myself, who have found
inspiration in the glittering architecture of Fansaga, in the Certosa
di San Martino, high above the town, and who have wandered
through forgotten Naples looking for the double geometrical
staircases of Ferdinando Sanfelice, and the frescoes of Solimena
or Luca Giordano. Such neglected things can form a private
world.

The old Kingdom of Naples, which had two hundred and eighty
thousand monks and priests and nuns, has so many simpler beauties
such as the convent of SantaRosa, on the cliffs above Atnalfi,hanging